WITH NO REGRETS                             IBS

had given me and of her unwavering devotion to
mother and our family flooding my mind. I felt
as though my very heart would crack up into a
thousand agonised bits but no such relief came and
I sat and gazed at her calm face and wondered why
such things should happen.

All through the night we watched and at 5 a.m.,
the next morning, exactly twenty-four hours after
mother's death Bibi Ainma passed away. It seem-
ed impossible that our mother and aunt should
both die within twenty-four hours of each other,
leaving us utterly lost and desolate.

And so another funeral took place, so .different
from the one that had taken place a day before. Bibi
Amma had taken 'Sanyasa.' No funeral rites were
performed. We dressed her in a saffron sari with
no other ornament but her own beauty. Lined and
aged though her face was it suddenly seemed to
have become youthful and the wrinkles disappear-
ed. Her face showed such peace that one could not
help feeling that she was happy and at rest, per-
haps with the sister from whom even death could
not part her.

At mother's funeral thousands had gathered
together. Like a queen she was carried to the cre-
mation ground with much pomp and splendour. At
Bibi Amma's funeral to, a great many people as-
sembled. But what struck one most was that ever
increasing crowd of poor people, ragged, old and in-
firm who came in vast numbers to pay their last
respects to her whom they considered a "Devi" One
and all they had loved her. No matter how poor
or how lowly a man or woman was, unhesitatingly
he or she would go to Bibi Amma for advice or help
and it was never lacking. She had lived a simple
life and shared everything with those she loved,
giving freely to the poor and the needy. By her
death they felt they had lost a great friend. Dying